Australian wonderland : a fairy chain by A. A. B. et al.



" - -^.S-- ••.-. I . , . ' • - . 
AUSTRALIAN WONDERLAND 
Sf V « vva 
s 
. . ; 4 A ' , A i i - f ^ A . , .H 
C-' 
; • 
- • 
' ,--•• •,•,• - - . 
v . -
. - I 
. • 
f 
-
' - s. 
' . • • - - • • . t f . 
• • J . 
••• • * . . ' > . . > ' 1 
• - ^ ^ 
H E S T O O D S I L E N T A N D A S T O S I S H B l ) 1 3 ) . 
Australian Wonderland 
A FAIRY CHAIN 
BY 
A. A. B. and HELUMAC 
ILLUSTRATED BY LOUISE M. GLAZIER 
LONDON 
W A R D , L O C K A N D CO., L I M I T E D 
NEW YORK AND MELBOURNE 
ALL RIGHTS R E S E R V E D 
1899 
• : 
D E D I C A T E D 
T O 
^ ' L I T T L E F O O D O O " 
m H 
• a " ' . ' " : ' 
. 
•'• ' - I ' . -r':; 
• .. 
1; 
A 
/ 
C O N T E N T S 
Chapter I 
I ' A G E 
HOW IT ALL BEGAN 
Chapter 11 
CRACKJAW NAMES 
Chapter III 
A STRANGE RIDE AND QUEER CRICKET 29 
Chapter IV 
AN INTERVIEW WITH NEPTUNE 40 
Chapter 
PROFITABLE ARITHMETIC . . . - 55 
Chapter VI 
REAL FAIRY CAVES 60 
Chapter VII 
THE DULLER HEAD 71 
h -l-r 
^ ^  a ^  f.vjf " > t 
< -
- 1. 
( » « 
•f J-
• 
• -r ' ! 
• • *. i 
v.-
• • ) 
LINK THE FIRST 
A Duller Head 
C H A P T E R I 
How it all Began 
IT was many years ago in the Australian " Bush," which everybody knows does not mean a bush, nor even a number of bushes, but just any part of the wild country. One day, near Christmas, which 
is midsummer in Australia, Charlie Brendon sat on a log, eating 
sandwiches. He was walking from Castlemaine to Muckleford, where 
his parents lived, and he felt so hot and tired that he sat down to 
rest, although he was not far from his home. And no wonder he was 
weary, for the heat was so great that even the birds would not move, 
and the long, prickly grass—dried and exhausted—had lain down and 
made itself into hay. Not a breath stirred the leaves of the big blue-
gum trees, and there was no sound but the hum of insects, and the 
tinkle of a distant bullock bell. 
Charlie was a strong boy with a large appetite, and he ate and ate 
till the last piece of bread and meat was finished; then he looked about 
for something to drink, but there was no water nearer than the river 
Loddon, which was more than a mile away. He cast his eyes over 
the path-tracks that ran this way and that, crossing each other as if 
in a quarrelsome mood, until they at last decided to join together and 
make a tolerable road, that led straight to his father's farm. " Plenty 
n 
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to eat and drink there," he muttered; "and if it wasn't for the Latin, 
I'd be glad to be home. Hurrah for h o m e ! " Charlie tossed his cap 
high into the air, and laughed as it caught on the top of a tail sapling, 
far beyond his reach. 
" W h a t am I to do about the La t in?" he asked himself; "father 
won't be satisfied, for I don't know a bit more than I did last term. 
Let me see; masculine and feminine nouns ending in—ending in—a— 
a—oh, a consonant, of course! They must end in something, and it's 
'most sure to be a consonant! ' Principilftis,' to or from chiefs, by or 
with chiefs. I remember that by reason of the ^Prince' in the begin-
ning, and the ' bus^ at the end, and the cane in the middle!" he 
added feelingly, tucking his hands into his pockets. " It's no use, 
though, by itself. I must make a speech somehow. Father doesn't 
understand Latin, and what will It matter if I talk gibberish to please 
him ? " he cried, jumping up. " Here goes : ' Pater, heres Charliebus; 
Alma mater Idssimus fortibus!' It don't sound right," he grumbled, as 
he strutted to and fro, bareheaded and perspiring under the blazing 
sun, and now and then kicked the log that had served him for a 
seat. " What can I say ? Oh, I know, I'll just say the stuff the 
fellows put over the wild cat we killed; it'll be all the same to father! 
He never was bothered with verbs, nor caned into declensions—not 
he! and why should / be the first of the family to be crammed with 
crackjaws ? It's a shame, that it is! Let me see, how does it go? 
But I must begin with 'Pater' Yes, that's it, 'Pater!— 
' Hie jacet in extenso, {Here lies at length. 
Pro bono publico, For the public good, 
Felis nnllius.^ Nobody s cat.) 
Or was it ' Filius millius' {Nobody's son) ?" wondered the lad, stamp-
ing impatiently. " I never can remember, but I know it ended ' Hinc 
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illcs lacrimcB {Hence these tears); a n d t h e m a s t e r d id l augh w h e n 
he saw it. But as the fellows say in class, * Hie labor est!' {This 
is work)" and he kicked with all his might at the log. Then he 
stopped and stared, for the ground opened and closed again with a 
thud! H e stood silent and astonished, for on the grass at his feet 
was a crowd of tiny men, fighting and pommelling each other, and 
gett ing entangled in each other's long grey beards, and rolling over 
and over in their haste to stand on their funny little legs. Nearly 
all wore spectacles, and all were dressed alike in quaint costumes of 
tan colour, though some persons of distinction had green beetles' wings 
fixed to their breasts. In a few moments the scrimmage ceased, and 
the little men stood glaring at Charlie with angry eyes. Then one, 
whose beard reached to his toes, and was indeed so long that he 
tripped over it, cried, in a shrill voice,— 
" V/ho dares to prance over the heads of Gnomes t W h o dares 
to disturb the leaders of science ? " 
Charlie was too much astonished to speak. H e could do nothing 
but stare, so one of the small men thrust a tiny pen into his leg, 
squealing,— 
"Ca l f ! Big calf! Answer our President; who are y o u ? " 
" Please, sir," replied Charlie, rubbing his leg, " I 'm Brendon, and 
I 'm going home for the holidays." 
" O h , a boy! A bundle of mischief!" remarked the President. 
" A r e you a credit to your s choo l?" 
Charlie hung his head. Wi th all his faults he was a truthful 
boy, and he knew that he was not a credit to the " Gentleman's College," 
as the Township school was grandly called, where a fond, hard-work-
ing father had placed him, hoping he would learn more than his parents 
had had a chance of doing. 
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" Well, tell us what you know," said the President. 
But Charlie stared silently at the little men, who gazed at him 
with their heads tilted over one shoulder, and their grey beards flowing 
to their feet, and for the 
life of him he could think 
L A U G H I N G JACKASSES 
of nothing to say. H e 
merely kept wondering who 
they were, and why they 
wore such long beards. 
"Answer ! " screamed 
the President. " C a n you 
bisect a straight line ? " 
" Dunno—but I can dissect a rabbit," replied Charlie. 
A shout of laughter greeted him, and it sounded just like a lot 
of laughing jackasses. T o those who do not know, it may be ex-
plained that " laughing jackasses" are not donkeys, but large, ugly 
birds, sometimes called "giant , brown kingfishers." 
" Now," said the tormentor with the pen, who, being Hon. Secretary 
of the society, thought he must look into everything—" now we will 
try something else. Tell us, then, what is a hybrid word ? " 
" Dunno," confessed Charlie, " but father's got a high-bred 
horse." 
Again peals of laughter echoed round and died away among the 
trees, while the tiny men held their little sides, and Charlie began to 
feel angry. 
" O h , you big dunce!" cried the President; " can you tell us 
where Sydney is ? " 
" Yes, that I c a n ! " exclaimed the boy triumphantly. " He 's my 
cousin, and I left him at school, waiting " 
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But he was interrupted by a perfect scream of merriment from the 
Gnomes, laughter that seemed to come from everywhere, above and 
around, and which sounded more than ever like laughing j a c k a s s ^ . 
H e could not look up to the trees, however, to see if the birds were 
really there, because his eyes were fixed on the funny little men, who 
tumbled about on the grass, and looked like a mass of brown grubs, 
just such grubs as he had often poked with a stick. 
" Queer fel lows!" he muttered. 
" E h ? What ' s that ?" cried the President. 
" I was wondering why you don't cut your beards," said Charlie. 
" Too busy ! T o o busy !" shrieked the crowd, wagging heads 
and feet, still more like a heap of grubs disturbed. " Too learned! 
T o o learned ! No t dunces like you ! Ha, ha, h a ! " 
T h e President and his Secretary remained standing, and the Hon. 
Secretary, giving Charlie a sharp prod, cried,— 
" I'll explain, dunce. W e are a learned society, and we extract the 
secrets of nature by capillary attraction. That's why we never cut our 
hair. D o you know what 'capi l lary ' means, e h ? " 
" Cap-cap-capilhis ! a hair," stammered the lad. 
" R i g h t for once," remarked the Hon . Secretary, " a n d we draw 
our knowledge in by the hair. Look here," continued the mite, point-
ing to a group of Gnomes who were the very oddest creatures im-
aginable. One seemed to be hump-backed, and to be loaded with fire-
works, but on examining him Charlie saw that his body was an artist's 
palette, and all the rest of him was made up of paint-brushes, mahl-
sticks, palette-knives, and tubes of paint. "Wel l , I n e v e r ! " thought 
Charlie. " He ' s the artistic Gnome," remarked the Hon. Secretary, 
" and next to him you see our greatest literary light." 
Our hero could really scarcely help laughing at the grotesque figure 
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of the tiny man, whose body was 
a book, his legs pens, and his 
hair and beard all quills; while 
his head was covered with an 
inkstand, nicely trimmed by its 
open lid and a penholder! But 
still more funny was the musical 
Gnome, who was made up en-
tirely of musical instruments and 
signs. His body was a big 
^ d r u m ; his legs were fiddles 
stuck into t rumpets ; his 
A R T I S T I C G N O M E 
shoulders and arms were banjoes and 
flutes, and his hair was nothing but 
crotchets, quavers, and semibreves, 
varied by curly clefs and rests. 
Even his nose was a well-formed 
treble clef, his eyes were bass clefs, 
and his beard was simply a cascade 
of demi-semiquavers! 
" T h a t ' s why we don't cut our L I T E R A R Y G N O M E 
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hair," said the Hon. Secretary; " we extract art, and science, and 
music, by capillary attraction, and if we cut our hair where would all 
that be ? And now, dunce, spell ' capillary.' One, two, three—spell! " 
" K-a-p-," began Charlie. " O w ! " as the Secretary thrust his 
pen deep into the calf of his 
leg. 
" Boy ! " exclaimed the 
President sternly; "what have 
you learned at school ? " 
" Dunno! " 
" No, you do not know, 
but we do! You are wast-
ing the fair time of youth; 
throwing away the education 
for which your hard-working 
father pays, hoping to make 
you a man fit to advance 
this new country. But here 
no ignorant, idle dunces are 
wanted, to grow into idle, 
useless men !" 
" Silly, idle, lazy dunce; 
you can be a boy but once! 
Punish him ! punish him ! " 
shrieked the society in chorus, 
jumping up and wagging their 
fingers at him. 
"You must be punished," said the President, "and the sentence 
is, that until you bring us a duller head than your own, you will re-
B 
' M U S I C A L GNOME 
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main invisible to all mankind." With that the light of a flashing jewel 
shone in the boy's eyes for an instant, and the little men's voices rose 
once more, like the chattering of a flock of parrots :— 
" Silly, idle, lazy dunce ; you can be a boy but once ! " Then they 
vanished. 
Charlie winked and blinked, and rubbed his eyes, but not a sign of the 
Gnomes remained. They had vanished, and though the ground was a bit 
cracked, it might have been owing to the summer heat. 
"Anyway, I'd better go home," he thought " Mother'll wonder 
where I am, and I do feel uncommon thirsty." So he took to his heels 
and ran as fast as he could, fancying all the time that he heard the mocking 
laughter following him. He was very glad when he came in sight of the 
homestead, and could see his father strolling round the paddock, and his 
mother at the open door of the house, watching for him, of course. H e 
waved his handkerchief, then another run and a bound over the slip rails 
brought him to her side. 
" Mother, I'm home!" cried Charlie, flinging his arms round her, and 
giving her a sounding kiss. 
" T h e wind's getting up awful, J e r ry ! " she called to her husband, 
taking no notice of her son. " You should look to the new shed. It blows 
strong enough to knock one do%vn ! " 
" Mother ! " wailed Charlie, " won't you kiss me ?" 
"My, what a gus t ! " she cried, "Dear, dear! who'd 'a' thought it, 
such a still morning as it was!" 
" N o sign of Charlie y e t ? " asked Mr. Brendon. 
"Mother—father, I'm here!" bellowed the horror-stricken boy, "here 
beside you!" 
" I t ' s blowing right in my ear !" exclaimed Mrs. Brendon, enter-
ing the house; but before she could close the door her son managed to 
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slip in also, and he followed her to the sitting-room, where he flung himself 
with a groan full length on the sofa. What terrible thing had happened ? 
" Invisible to all mankind," that had been the sentence ; and here he was 
in his parents' home, and his own 
mother did not know him! 
" O h , Spot, Spo t ! " he moaned 
to a little dog that, not being human, 
of course, saw him, and welcomed 
him in dog fashion. " Oh, Spot! 
how can I bear i t ! " 
"Jerry," called out Mrs. Bren-
don, " there's crannies in the wall 
want stopping. The wind comes in 
like anything!" 
" You've got wind on the brain," 
grumbled her husband. " The day's 
as still as can be—no wind anywhere." 
" And where can Charlie be ?" 
asked the anxious mother. " He 
ought to be home by now. Down, 
Spot ; off that sofa, naughty dog! 
Sniffing and scratching ; go out, I say!" and she drove Spot from the 
room. At the same time Charlie, miserable and despairing, jumped up 
and rushed for the door, in his haste upsetting his father and nearly knock-
ing down his mother! H e then tore wildly to the stables, and flung 
himself down, with a bitter sob, beside his pony, " Toddles." There, at 
least, he was recognised and welcomed. It was some comfort in his misery 
to feel Spot cuddle up to him, and Toddles' soft nose sniff over his head ; 
but how was he to go on living without human companions ? without his 
' JIV, WHAT A GUST ! ' 
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mother, and his father, and his two younger brothers ? Poor Charlie wept 
bitterly, and he wished—oh, how he wished!—that he had been more 
diligent at school. If he could only have spelled " C A P I L L A R Y , " it 
might not have come to this! Of course, there was the Latin ; but still— 
and so musing and regretting, he fell asleep. 
When he awoke it was night, and he was hungry. H e was quite 
broken-hearted, of course, but that did not interfere with his appetite. 
The pangs of hunger were pains he could understand, and they were easily 
banished, for he knew where the larder was. S o he rose and stole to the 
silent house where his parents had long been asleep, satisfied that their 
son had been kept at school another day in order to receive no end of 
prizes ! The cake made in his honour was still uncut, and lay beside his 
favourite pudding; but not much of either remained by the time his appe-
tite was satisfied. Then he helped himself from a pan of new milk, and 
feeling much better, settled himself comfortably to sleep in the stable, 
smiling as he murmured, " What'll mother say in the morning ? " 
H e was roused by his mother's voice, crying shrilly,— 
" Jerry , J e r ry ! There's been thieves in the n ight ! " 
Charlie sat up, wondering why he was in the stable instead of in his 
own bed, and it was some minutes before he remembered what had hap-
pened. Then he fancied it was all a silly dream ; he felt sure that he was 
as plainly to be seen as Spot, and with the dog at his heels he walked 
boldly out, in the best of holiday spirits. But as he drew near to the 
excited group by the larder, his uneasiness returned, for no one noticed him 
even when he stood close by and said, " 'Tain't thieves; it's m e ! " 
His mother drew her shawl tighter, and cried, " Dear me, the 
wind's rising again ! " 
" And what a hurricane it was! " added Charlie's father. " Goodness 
me, it fairly knocked me o v e r ! " 
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"Look here, mother," said little Jack Brandon; "if it was thieves, 
why didn't they take dish and all, and why didn't Spot bark ? " 
" And you might as well have let us eat the cake yesterday," added 
his brother Bill, " fo r nobody'll have any now!" 
" It's very queer !" exclaimed the father, scratching his head. " And 
look at that daft dog, jumping up at nothing!" Charlie being invisible, 
of course it did look curious; and Mr. Brendon began to think that he 
should have to report the first case of hydrophobia in Australia. 
" O h , Jack!" yelled Charlie, giving his brother a push; "CQ-Vit you 
see me ? Can't somebody hear me ? " 
" W h a t are you shoving f o r ? " cried Jack, turning on his brother 
Bill, and hitting him, 
" I ain't shoving, and that for you !" cried Bill, returning the blow; 
and in another instant the two lads were rolling on the ground. 
" Now, none of this, or I'll thrash you both!" exclaimed their father; 
while poor Charlie, with a heart-broken sob, rushed away, followed by 
Spot, who scampered and barked with delight. 
" T h a t dog's as mad as a ha t te r !" muttered Mr. Brendon. 
c 
C H A P T E R II 
Crackjaw Names 
H A R L I E ran as long as his breath lasted; then he wandered 
about for a time, and at length found himself beside the Loddon 
—a narrow stream, but yet one of Victoria's few rivers. There 
he sat down, and Spot nestled to his side as if sympathising with his 
trouble. 
" What is to become of me, Spot ?" asked the boy; but naturally 
Spot did not know. H e could only stick up one ear and flutter the 
other limply ; while he wagged his stump of a tail in a friendly way, and 
winked bright eyes, as much as to say,— 
" I would speak if I could!" 
" I can get plenty to eat," continued Charlie, " because nobody can 
see me take i t ; but fancy, being an invisible thief, and getting other 
people into trouble most likely! I could have some fine larks, I could 
really," he muttered dolefully; " but fancy no one ever knowing me again 
but Spot and Toddles! Never to have mother to kiss me any more ! 
Never, all my life! Oh my, oh ! " and he wept aloud. 
Tears were of no use, however, so he began to amuse himself by 
throwing sticks and stones into the water for the dog to swim after. H e 
had not been long at this diversion when he was startled by a snort, and 
a croaking voice cried,— 
" Now then. Torment, can't you leave me alone ? " 
22 
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He looked round, but saw nothing that was likely to be able to 
talk. 
" I'm here, in the mud !" and staring down, Charlie beheld a queer 
creature, neither bird nor beast, but something of both. Its body was 
covered with fur ; its four feet were, webbed, and it had the bill of a 
duck. 
" I know you. You're ' Ornitkorkynchus Paradoxus^ or ' Duck-hilled 
Platypus'!" cried the lad, proud of his knowledge. " I know your 
kind." 
"And you're ' Cavolus Ignoramus^ or ' Duncibus Noodlissimus'! " re-
plied the creature sharply. " I know your kind! " it grunted, flapping its 
broad tail angrily. " You call us ' Ornitkorkynchus^ indeed ! Never 
satisfied without crackjaw names, as if long names meant wisdom, or 
beauty, or anything but worry! 
"Tell me not in horrid numbers, 
That a ' Platypus' I seem ; 
' Paradoxus' haunts roy slumbers:— 
I'm the Spirit of the Stream !" 
" That's poetry," thought Charlie, as the odd creature went on. 
"Learned men for ever call us 
By some hard and crackjaw name: 
Would they like it, can you tell us, 
If we treated them the same ? " 
" I'm sure they wouldn't!" exclaimed the lad. " But I do so hate 
poetry ! I never could learn it. Please don't; don't go on! " 
" Where's your education if you don't learn poetry ?" asked the 
Platypus sneeringly. " You're a poor thing ! I'm the Spirit of the 
Loddon, and I object to my home being disturbed by boys and dogs." 
" I'm very sorry," stammered Charlie. 
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" Then don't do it! " snapped the animal. " What's the use of doing 
things you've got to be sorry for ?" 
" I dunno I I'd never do things, nor be sorry, if I could help i t ; 
but now I've got to be sorry all my life !" 
" Why ? What have you done ?" asked the Platypus suspiciously, 
slipping half its body into the water. 
Charlie told his adventures, and when he had finished, the little beast 
gave a mocking snigger. 
" Oh, it's funny ! " said our hero in an injured tone ; " but how would 
jyiJtf like to have your visibility taken away, and your own mother think 
you're nothing but wind, and your father call you a hurricane ? You 
wouldn't like it." 
" It's not pleasant, nor convenient; but you've only to find a duller 
head than your own—a difficult task, perhaps, but not impossible." 
" B u t I dunno where to look," 
" Learn, boy, learn! That's the great secret. Look round and think. 
I will help you in the search if you will pay me. ' Nothing for nothing,' 
as the Scotchman said, ' and precious little for saxpence! '" 
" I've only got five shillings," began Charlie. 
" I've no use for money," interrupted the Platypus, waving a webbed 
paw. " I want something quite different; but, as you know, ' nothing 
for nothing' is the way all the world over, except with Ah, well! 
I want to make the banks of my stream beautiful with English primrose 
blossoms; and if you bring me a root, I'll help you." 
" But—but—where can I find a root ? I never saw one. Mother 
says they are quite common in England—fields of them, and banks 
of them ; but they don't grow here." 
" That's why I want some," croaked the Platypus. " And perhaps 
you think I am like you mortals—longing for a thing because I have 
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not got it; but you are wrong! I wish to plant primroses for their 
beauty, and that they may give pleasure. The little flower from Home 
may bring smiles to many a worn face; it may even bring to mind 
the days of youth, and innocence, and love! And the memory may 
soften hard hearts—'Who knows ? In these days of wonders—of steamers 
in the water, and balloons in the 
air—it should not be difficult to get 
such a simple thing as a primrose. 
Get it somehow, for without it I 
won't help you; and so au reser-
voir ! " and down flopped the Platy-
pus under water. 
Charlie gazed at the spot where 
it had disappeared, and sat awhile 
thinking. He had not a notion of 
what a primrose was like, and he 
was sure there were none in the 
colony, because his mother had said 
so. What to do next he did not. 
know, and thinking didn't seem to help 
him, so he got up and walked away. 
" I shall just have to go on being invisible," he thought sadly. 
He wandered on, sometimes gathering sweet manna that lay thickly 
under certain trees, and but for Spot he would have felt very lonely. 
The affection in the dog's eyes comforted him, and he fancied that 
the cute expression of that cocked-up ear meant more than mere doggy 
intelligence. 
"Are you a fairy, too.^" he asked; but Spot only answered by 
a wag of his tail, which didn't explain anything. 
' I W I S H TO P L A N T PRIMROSES 
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W I T H A Q U E E R , SLY EXPRESSION 
When evening fell again, the 
two cuddled up to sleep, and Char-
lie dozed off, muttering, " Primroses, 
primroses! " 
After a time he awoke to find 
the Moon staring down at him 
through the narrow leaves of the 
Eucalyptus trees in an open-eyed, 
indifferent kind of way that annoyed 
him. 
" Oh, you may stare !" he said 
impatiently. " You're all r ight ; you 
know where you're going to! " 
" And you don ' t !" came to his ears like a sigh on the breeze. 
He peered into the gloom, but could see nothing, so he looked 
up just as a gradual wink was closing one eye on the Moon's face. 
As he watched, the eye shut gently, with a queer, sly expression, then as 
gradually opened again, and the Moon 
looked as stolid and indifferent as ever. 
" What a rummy old Moon !" 
he exclaimed. 
" Old, indeed! I'm new every 
month!" the voice whispered. 
" Why don't you speak louder ? " 
shouted Charlie. 
" I'm hoarse from being out so 
much o' nights ; and think of the 
distance. How many miles am I 
from the earth ?" ' I 'M NEW EVERY M O N T H ! ' 
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" D u n n o ! " 
" D u n c e ! You've been to school, and know nothing, not even 
where primroses g row; but I do. I see millions of the sweet blossoms 
every spring." 
" Tell me where ! " entreated the boy. 
" You must do something for me first; ' nothing for nothing, 
and ' " 
" ' Precious little for s a x p e n c e ! ' " added Charlie. 
" That's it all the world over, except—well, if you do something 
for me, I'll help you." 
" Oh, Moon ! " he began. 
" Don't ! You'll be a Poet if you go on in that manner ! " said 
the voice crossly. " They all begin like that, staring up and crying, 
' Oh, M o o n ! ' I'm sick of such rubbish ! Now, what you've to do is 
this : Find King Neptune, and give him a message from me." 
" N e p t u n e ! " gasped Charlie. " I don't know him. Who is h e ? " 
" Find o u t ! " answered the voice rudely. " But when you do see 
him, you need not be afraid to speak without an introduction, because 
he is a traveller, and does not stand upon ceremony. Tell him that 
if he refuses any longer to pay my dues, I shall strike." 
" A n d will he mind t h a t ? " 
" I should think he will! Where will the ebb and flow of the 
tides be if I strike work ? Where the—but what's the use of trying 
to explain to a dunce ? Go to school, and learn about the world you 
live i n ! " 
" Why don't you give your message yourself ? " asked Charlie sulkily. 
" Because he keeps out of my way, and I can't look for him. I 
have regular work to do, and I do it. I'm not lazy like " 
" I don't know where to look for Neptune." 
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"Follow me," replied the Moon, blinking through the trees. 
"You're so slow," objected the boy. 
Then it seemed that the leaves of the Eucalyptus were shaken by 
a faint, breezy laughter, and the voice whispered,—• 
"Shal l we play 'catch who can ' round the world, and see who 
will be here first to-morrow night? It won't you\" 
" But if I find Neptune, he won't believe I'm your messenger." 
" I'll give you a token for him." At the same moment a bright 
meteor fell through the sky, and dropped at Charlie's feet. 
"Take it up," said the Moon, "and tell Neptune that I must have 
my rights, or I'll draw up a tidal wave that will ruin his kingdom." 
Charlie stooped to pick up the meteor, and caught sight of Spot 
worrying a bird, that fluttered in terror on the ground. He took it 
gently up, and saw that it was a " Mo-poke," an ugly bird with a wide 
shallow beak—a bird that flies by night, crying, " Mo-poke, mo-poke!" 
He looked it over, and finding it more frightened than hurt, placed it 
on a log out of reach of its enemy. 
"Mo-poke!" croaked the bird, suddenly rising and flapping its 
wings. " O n e good turn deserves another. You've helped me ; I'll 
help you! You'll find Neptune nor'-nor'-west. Follow me. Mo-poke, 
mo-poke!" 
Charlie glanced up at the Moon, 
which was half hidden by a cloud, and 
he saw that slow, sly wink again on its 
face as it disappeared. Then he rushed 
into the bush after the cry, " Mo-poke, 
mo-poke!" 
C H A P T E R II I 
A Strange Ride and Queer Cricket 
CH A R L I E never knew how far he had wandered, nor when he fell asleep; but when he awoke it was bright daylight, and he was no longer in the bush, but lay on the edge of a sandy 
plain, that seemed to reach to the far-off blue sky. He felt hungry 
and thirsty, and Spot was hungry and thirsty too; but there was 
nothing eatable in sight. All was flat and dry and hot, except some 
queer brown patches in the distance, at which he stared until he fancied 
that they moved. Until they seemed to grow, and to come nearer! 
And, sure enough, they were moving. Charlie strained his eyes to look 
over the shining sand, and fell down with fright when he saw quite a 
long train of crocodiles coming towards him. Their great jaws were 
open wide, and their cunning eyes, that dropped floods of tears the 
while, were fixed on him as if they meant to swallow him up at once! 
"Oh, I'm lost!" he moaned. "Oh, mother, mother!" 
" Don't fear, master," said the biggest monster, with a roll of its 
terrible head. 
"Oh, mother, I'm done for!" 
" Not at all," replied the beast, stretching its horrible jaws into a 
smile that was intended to be amiable, though it would be flattery to 
say that it looked at all pleasant I " Do not be afraid of us I You will 
stand a lot more 'doing' yet." 
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"Oh, don't eat m e ! " yelled Charlie. 
" Dear me, no! We should not think of such a thing ; not for a 
moment, should we ? " asked the Crocodile of its companions, who 
opened their awful mouths so wide that Charlie saw Into their throats 
before the jaws closed with a snap, that somehow reminded him of a 
full stop. 
" I'll never get away ! " he groaned. 
" You will if you come with us,", said the Crocodile—" as an outside 
passenger," it added softly. " We are the Queensland-Crocodile-
Express-Mail-Train, under way for the Equator " 
" T h e Equator!" exclaimed Charlie. " T h e n you know " 
" Neptune ? Oh, yes, intimately; and a tough old fellow he is, 
especially when he's in a rage, as happens now. The deep sea cable 
is being mended, and that always makes him angry." 
" Oh," remarked Charlie, not knowing what else to say. 
" Time's up I " bawled the leader of the train. " Our friend Mo-
poke told us to call for you, or we should have been on our way. 
You'd better mount." 
" O n y o u } " asked the boy, gazing with terror at the beasts and 
their cruel, weeping eyes. 
"Now, then, you dry up!"yel led the big Crocodile to the others, 
that hungrily surrounded Charlie. " Just you dry up ! " 
Immediately the great snouts were tossed in the air, and the tears 
rolled back into the crafty eyes, ready for future use. 
" U p with the mail !" roared the leader; and before he could 
scream or kick Charlie was caught and thrown on to the back of the 
foremost horror. There was a snapping of jaws; a cry, " A l l right— 
of f ! " and away rushed the train over the desert. Charlie lost all fear 
when he found that no harm was intended, and soon began to enjoy his 
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strange ride, though the seat was not very comfortable; but he was 
thankful, under the circumstances, to be outside the train! 
There were twenty carriages, or animals, each holding on to the 
tail in front of i t ; but the last crocodile, having a free tail, curled it 
gracefully over its back, and formed a nice chair for Spot, who, with 
one cocked ear and a lolling tongue, winked upon the curious waggons. 
Presently Charlie laughed, and the leader spoke,— 
" You won't laugh when you see Neptune." 
"Oh, who's afraid of Daddy Neptune?" asked our hero. 
"You'd better not call him 'Daddy ' to his face," said the Crocodile. 
" I will, then," answered Charlie boastfully. " But shall we find 
h im?" 
" O f course, booby; he's on the Equator. He always sits there 
while the cable is being mended. Straddles on the Line." 
" But the Line is imaginary," interrupted CharUe; " I know as 
much as that." 
" A logical race you a re !" said the beast with a sneer. " You 
made the Equator yourselves, and now you say there's no such thing ! 
Why, it's on every map, and every sailor must cross it going from 
north to south." 
" I never knew,"—muttered Charlie. 
" There's a lot you never will know if you don't mend your ways!" 
snapped the Crocodile. " Wait till we get to the Gulp of Carpentaria." 
" Gulf, you mean," corrected Charlie, as politely as possible. 
" I said ' Gulp,' and I mean ' Gulp,'" repHed the animal crossly. 
" It is where the Walrus swallowed the Carpenter; and that's why 
' Gulp ' of Carpentaria." 
" What Walrus and what Carpenter ? " 
" Walrus and the Carpenter, stupid! He was swallowed in one 
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gulp, and that's the Gulp,—flavoured with oysters ! " murmured the Croco-
dile dreamily. 
" O h ! " exclaimed Charlie. 
They rushed on for the rest o f the day in silence, always travelling 
towards the north, and Charlie was surprised at the length of the sandy 
plains they crossed, and at the big cone-like ant-hills that were met with 
in some places; and though they went so quickly, the heat was almost 
unbearable. At last, shortly before sunset, a halt was made on the shore 
of Torres Straits. 
"F i r s t station. Anybody there for h e r e ? " bawled the conductor ; 
which Charlie thought very silly, as he and Spot were the only passengers. 
" W e stop here till morning," added the beast, giving a wriggle that threw 
its rider off. W h e n Charlie picked himself up the train had vanished, 
and on the brown grass was laid a feast o f cakes and fruit, labelled : 
" Refreshments. First class." Between him and Spot they were soon 
finished, and then he wondered what he should do next. " W h y , bathe, 
to be s u r e ! " he thought, looking at the waves that spread before him 
all silver and gold under the rays o f the evening sun. H e undressed 
quickly, and jumped into the water. 
" It's very odd," he thought presently, after taking one or two 
" h e a d e r s " ; " I 'm sure I went in all right, but something's very q u e e r ! " 
H e was swimming in the gentle waves, of that he was certain, because 
he felt their coolness over his limbs, yet when he looked down, the water 
was a long way below, and he saw a strange thing floating on the sur-
face. 
" A Starfish! " he muttered; " but I wonder why I can splash in the 
water, and yet be so far up here, in the sky ? It's very o d d ! Then 
he raised a hand—a wet hand it was—to touch his head, but no head was 
there! A yell rang down from the sky, and frightened some sea-gulls 
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into convulsions, and Charlie almost sank with terror. He had lost his 
head, and could not make out where it had gone to! At the same moment 
he felt a tug at his wrist from a string that was fastened round it, and he 
cried,—but his voice was up in the air : " Am I up there, or down here ? 
I've got a head somewhere, or I couldn't shout. Hullo! Coo-ee! Coo-
ee-ee-ee!" he yelled again and again; and many fish had fits this time! 
The fact was, that his body was in the water, but his head had turned into 
A Y E L L KANG DOWN FROM T H E SKY 
a kite, with Charlie's face, but having tassels for ears, and a nice, long, 
fluttering tail instead of hair. It really was a very queer, and awkward, 
position, especially as the kite tugged and tugged at the string, trying 
to fly away, which might have been the fault of the wind ; and all the 
while messages ran up and down the cord as if it had been a telephone 
wire! They were unkind messages too, which was rather hard. 
" Pull the string, duffer; the wind's getting up!" " What are you calling 
names for Duffer yourself! " (Charlie didn't like being called a " duffer," 
even by himself!) "You ugly, sprawling starfish, why don't you pull?" 
Charlie splashed about angrily, and cried : " I will make you remember, if 
c 
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you come down here, you—you idiot!" " Come up, you jelly fish, and I'll 
punch your head ! (Fancy a boy punching his own head!) Why don't you 
pull ?" 
With angry jerks the hands began 
to draw in the cord, and the voice came 
nearer and nearer to the water. " You'll 
jerk me 
o£f; why ' 'S;. 
can't you "'•-V^'"' 
pull pro-
perly ? . You aren't half a b o y ! " 
" I'm more than you are, any 
way!" " N o t you; where're 
your brains ? " Stop your 
jaw,' up there!" "Well , 
I say, look out, you'll 
and spoiled; look out I" 
not know where he 
/ 
in the air ; and the / 
the kite had not / 
/ 
that's more than you can do ! 
drag me in, and I shall be soaked 
Charlie was very angry, and he did 
/ was most angry—in the water or up 
^ consequences might have been serious if 
been reflected in the waves, seeing which 
he cried : " Well, this is rummy! Now I 
wonder which is me ?" (Charlie never paid 
much attention to grammar.) " Am 
I the kite or the starfish ? I'll try 
which," and he struck out with his 
arms and legs, making a terrible 
splash, shouting at the same time with 
all his might, 
r "Gol ly! I'm both! 
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Well, I never ! I say, you down there, get out of the water, and hold on 
to m e ! Quick, I 'm fal l ing!" 
A s he was already in shallow water, Charlie had only to run up 
the sands and pull the kite along, and very soon he was sitting on the 
brown grass, wondering whether he was a kite, a boy, or a starfish \ 
H e put up his hands to feel, and his fingers ran through his own hair I 
T h e n he felt his ears, and pinched his nose, and bit his thumb, to 
make sure. 
" If my head was a kite, where's the string gone to, and where's 
the tail ? " he muttered, trying to look behind ; but he couldn't do that 
because he had a dreadful " criclc" in the neck. 
" Tha t proves it 1" cried a Sea-gull. 
" P r o v e s what ? " asked Charlie, staring up. 
" E v e r y t h i n g ! " screamed the Gull, flying after the sinking sun. 
"S i l ly G u l l ! " cried Charlie. " W h a t ' s everything?" 
"Cricket , in the summer time," said a soft voice; " a n d if you've 
got a stiff neck, you can ' crick i t '—that ' s a joke, you know, really." 
" A very poor joke, I think," remarked Charlie. 
" Do you now, really ? Well, of course when one ^ s the ' crick,' 
it makes a difference, doesn't it ? " T h e speaker was a grey Opossum, 
that hung by its tail from the branch of a low tree, and swung to 
and fro, like the pendulum of a clock. T h e sun had set, and almost 
immediately night came on, as there is no twilight in that part of the 
world, so the animals that sleep during the day were waking up. 
" W e generally have a game of cricket by moonlight," it continued, 
winking bright eyes, " a n d you'll have to join to-night." 
" I ' v e got no bat," said Charl ie ; " a n d where are the s t u m p s ? " 
"P len ty of bats," answered the animal; " a n d stumps—well, that 
thing," pointing to Spot, " c a n surely stand on end." 
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" H e can sit up and beg," replied Spot's master; "but he won't 
like it, especially if " 
"Oh, we don't allow ' i f s ' on the ground. .The Vampire settles 
all that," declared the Possum hastily. 
" I suppose you mean ' umpire ' ? " suggested Charlie. 
" Oh, dear! no. The Vampire's the fellow! ' I fs ' are like Bun-yups— 
you never know what they are, nor where they are. You don't know 
what Bun-yups are, now do you ?" 
" I don't know what they are" replied our hero, " but I know what 
they are noi." 
"Well, that's something," returned " Possy." " M o s t people don't 
know what they ar^, and don't know what they are no^ I They are 
like ' ifs,'—they may be anything, and they may be nothing,—-and the 
nights are too short to be bothered with ' i f s ' and Bun-yups; so we 
won't have them at cricket. When they come near, there is always 
a row, and then," added "Possy," lowering its tone, " the Vampire gobbles 
up all the little ones ; It saves a lot of trouble I" 
" O h ! " exclaimed Charhe; then, after a pause: " H o w big is the 
Vampire ? " 
The Opossum replied slowly, " Well, he's bigger than he was before 
he was smaller than he is now; but you'll find him on the other side, 
and you'd better have him for your bat, because he's more your size 
than the others, and it will give a better chance if somebody else " 
" Let me be Vampire ! " cried a creature, suddenly leaping into 
view. 
" My cousin," said the 'Possum, introducing it. Charlie recognised 
a " Flying Squirrel," a pretty little thing, smaller than the Opossum, 
and covered with much softer fur ; from its front to its hind feet was 
a skin of fur that spread out when it leaped, and formed the so-called 
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" wings." Its pretty, innocent face and bright eyes were well known 
to Charlie, for he had had many such for pets. 
" Do let me be Vampire , " pleaded the soft little thing. 
" N o t you ! " growled a voice b e l o w ; " I 'm Vampire this time, so 
hurry u p ! " and a " N a t i v e B e a r " began to climb the tree. It was not 
really a bear, because there are none in Australia, but a kind of Sloth, 
ugly, thickly covered with coarse fur, and without a tail. 
" H u r r y u p ! " it repeated, as it lazily climbed. 
T h e Opossum dropped to the ground, and began to arrange the 
g a m e by trying to m a k e " that thing," as it called Spot, stand on his 
h e a d ; but in such a position the wicket was so crazy that the umpire 
advised them to try the other end. 
Meanwhile, Charl ie went round the tree, and soon saw a queer 
object hanging head downwards, its leathery wings covering it l ike a 
cloak. H e k n e w it for a b ig brown Bat, or " F l y i n g F o x , " not y e t 
awake. 
" I t is a b ig Bat, but I don't see how I can play cricket with it," 
he thought. H o w e v e r , h e forced its claws from the branch, and as 
it began to waken, and use its sharp teeth, h e held it by the tips 
of its wings, and returned to the cricket ground. T h e r e h e found S p o t 
sitting up, with a ioIHng tongue, and eyes sharply watching a number 
of little, spotted " N a t i v e Cats ," and odd-looking " K a n g a r o o Rats," 
as if he longed to chase them. T h e r e were pretty " F l y i n g Mice," too, 
which are l ike ordinary mice, except that they have fur-covered " w i n g s " 
from the front to the hind feet, and a soft, g r e y feather for a tail. 
Charlie knew them all, as every boy does w h o lives in the bush, but 
he wondered how they were g o i n g to play cr icket ! 
" T i m e , t i m e ! " called the Opossum, from the tree where it was 
again swinging.; 
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" Don't talk, that's my business," growled the B e a r ; " and the 
Wombat isn't here yet." 
" Can't wait, night's too s h o r t ! " squeaked the Squirrel. " Now, 
then, look o u t ! " and off it flew, right into Charlie's face. 
" T h a t ' s not the game! N o ba l l ! " cried he, whirling round the 
big Bat. 
" W e l l caugh t ! " ^runted the Bear. 
O O 
" Run, run, r u n ! " squeaked the spotted Cats, and jumping Rats, 
and flying Mice, tearing about as hard as they could in every direction, 
till they were out of breath. 
" How many runs, Vampire ? " they panted, when they stopped. 
" Wasn ' t looking; run again," the Bear growled lazily. 
" Time, time !" cried the Opossum, swinging violently, " now! " and 
letting go its hold, it leaped straight at Spot, striking him rather meanly 
in the stomach. T h e dog doubled up with a yelp. 
" H o w ' s that. Vampire.^" asked " Possy," with a grin. 
" Over ! One bye I Game's mine ! Let 's go 
to supper," muttered the Bear. 
" Y o u can't play cr icket !" said Charlie, toss-
ing away the " F l y i n g Fox," for it was scratch-
ing and biting furiously, and the little Mice 
scampered off in haste, because the Bat was an enemy of theirs. 
" No more can y o u ! " retorted " Possy," " and that thing is a silly 
wicket—knocked down the first time it was h i t ! " 
" B u t if you hit a wicket "began the boy. 
" It shouldn't let itself be hit," " Possy" answered sharply ; " it should 
jump out of the w a y ; it's rude to stand in the way! We never do. 
Well, ta, ta ; I'm off to supper before dayhght comes ; " and away it 
rushed, followed by its cousin, the Squirrel. 
IT FLEW R I G H T I N T O C H A R L I E ' S FACB 
SO 
T 
C H A P T E R I V 
An Interview with Neptune 
' H E Dawn woke Charlie by smiling in his face, and as he sat 
up he saw again a row of cakes and fruit, with the label " Re -
freshments." H e had scarcely finished eating when there was 
a snort behind him, and the Oueensland-Crocodile-Express-Mail-Train 
wriggled into sight. 
" Time's up ! " yelled the conductor. " All aboard! " Snap, snap, 
snap went the great jaws. ' " A l l r ight ! O f f ! " and with a tremendous 
splash they plunged into the sea. I t was a strange sight even for the 
rising sun, that sees so many queer things, and a grin seemed to hover 
in the air, among the clouds, and in the sparkling waves. 
Charlie sat, with Spot before him, on the first monster, and feit 
ready for any adventure,—he was getting used to odd things, and al-
most left off being surprised. Beautiful sea-birds soared about, flying 
round and round the train, screeching morning greetings to the passen-
ger, who thought himself indeed a h e r o ! Australia soon became a cloud 
on the ocean, and ere long a lovely tropical island was reached, where 
the whole train scrambled on shore, and Charlie was astonished to see 
how large it had become, for he counted crocodiles till he could count 
no more—the land was covered with them. 
" Stop here for refreshments ! " yelled the leader. 
" Where are they ? " asked the passenger. 
CHARLIE SAT W I T H SPOT UEFOKE HIM 
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" On the trees, b o o b y ! " and looking up Charlie sav/ that he was an 
a grove of cocoa-nut palms, but the fruit was quite out of reach. 
" This is the way," said the Crocodile, turning a somersault. " W h e r e 
there's a tail, there's a flail," he added, 
as the nuts fel l ; and at once hundreds 
of crocodiles began to turn somersaults, 
and knock off nuts with their tails. 
After a good meal the train moved 
•yh 
on again through the lovely island, where 
brilliant flowers bloomed, and gorgeous 
butterflies and birds fluttered in the sun-
shine. A t last they stopped, and the 
leader said,— 
" Tickets ready, please ! What , no 
ticket ? Double fare, please." 
" But you did not tell me," stam-
mered the boy. 
" You should have known," retorted 
the Crocodile ; " 'nothing for nothing, and 
precious little ' " 
" ' F o r saxpence ! ' " murmured Char-
lie. 
" Aye, that 's it, all the world over, 
except " 
" E x c e p t w h a t ? " H e was really 
anxious to know. 
" W e can't put you up to the Line 
if you don't pay. W e can't, can we ? " asked the monster of the other 
horrid beasts that had gathered round with gaping jaws and weeping eyes. 
" T i n s : s T H E W A Y , " SAID T U B 
CROCODII.E 
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" W e c a n ' t ! " they cried in chorus. " O h , oh, o h ! " and the great 
tears streamed down their snouts,—they were so very sor ry! 
" Where 's the mail ? " asked Charlie. 
" Why , yozire the mail, stupid i Weren ' t you sent " 
" T h e n you must deliver me to N e p t u n e ! " cried Charlie. His wits 
were becoming sharper. 
" E h ? A h ! " snapped the monsters, tilting the tears back to their 
eyes, as they wa i l ed ,—"We mtisl deliver the m a i l ! " 
" Yes, but the dog is o u r s ! " yelled the spokes-Crocodile. 
T h e terrible jaws gaped, and tears flowed afresh, in distress for the 
fate of Spot. 
" Oh, no I" gasped Charlie, holding the dog close. " I'll give you 
everything I have I I'll work, I'll " 
" A l l for a d o g ! " sneered the Crocodile; " a n d you wouldn't learn 
a few lessons to please your parents ! " 
" I will, I wil l!" murmured the boy. 
" Well, the dog would not be much among so many! Now then, 
you dry u p ! " he said to the weeping train; and to Char l ie ,—"If we 
let you keep the dog, you must promise to bring us three hairs from 
the manes of Neptune 's horses." 
" B u t how?" 
" Find o u t ! Promise, or there won't be a ghost of a dog left 
d i rec t ly!" 
Of course Charlie promised, but he doubted very much if he should 
get those hairs. 
" U p with the l adde r ! " roared the great Crocodile, and immediately 
the two largest monsters reared themselves on their hind legs, face to 
face, supported by their tails. Upon them two otiiers climbed ; upon 
these still two more, and so on, till the column pierced the clouds. 
C H A R L I E C U M B E D U P T H E ODD LADDER 
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W h e n all the crocodiles had climbed up, and the top of the column 
was lost to sight, one half the base said, gruffly,— 
" Make haste, up you g o ! You'll find the Equator at the top, and 
Neptune straddling on it." 
With Spot tucked securely under his arm, Charlie climbed up the 
odd ladder, using the knotty spines o f their backs as a help, and he 
soon lost sight o f the island. H e had to rest many times, for it was a 
long way and hard work ; but at last he reached the top, and, sure 
enough, there was the 
L i n e ! 
" Not much to 
make a fuss about," he 
thought, as he flung 
himself on to a thick 
rusty cable, very thin 
and worn in parts, 
that stretched from 
East to West, disap-
pearing in mist at 
each end. 
" T o the W e s t ! " 
yelled the Crocodiles, 
tumbling back to earth. 
Towards the West, 
then, he went, creeping 
carefully, and in a short 
while saw a figure 
straddling on the cable 
— a queer, crowned THE MONARCH OF THE SEA 
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figure, with long, green hair, and a green, flowing beard made of sea-
weed. 
" Neptune, for sure," he mut te red ; and when he saw the trident in 
the King's right hand, he knew it was the IVIonarch of the Sea. 
"Land-lubber, a h o y ! " roared His Majesty. " H a v e you brought 
the polish ?" 
" W h a t pol i sh?" 
" T o clean the Line, Land-lubber; it's in a disgraceful state." 
" It is rather rusty," Charlie admi t t ed ; " but I 've brought no 
pol ish!" 
" Wha t ? No polish, no polish ! " screamed Neptune, twirling round 
and round the Equator like an acrobat at the circus. 
Spot barked, and Charlie had some difficulty in dodging the trident, 
but suddenly the King stopped with a jerk that nearly upset his visitors. 
" No polish ! " he yelled again. " You made the Equator ; I didn't 
want it, and now Fve got to keep it in order! N o polish!" and off he 
started whirling as if for a wager. 
Presently he stopped just as suddenly as before. 
" Land-lubber!" he shouted, " a m / to run up and down your silly 
old Line to keep it br ight? / , K ing N e p t u n e ! " he roared, as the 
blustering North Wind does sometimes. 
" I come from the Moon," began Charlie timidly, when the roar 
had ceased ; but Neptune interrupted him by shrieking,— 
" T h e Moon!" and whirling round so rapidly that he became a 
mere blur. When he stopped once more, with the dangerous suddenness 
that had already nearly upset the boy and the dog, he yelled : " T h e 
Moon! Nasty, changeful th ing! Never the same two days together! 
Where did you get that d o g ? " snapped His Majesty, sitting down 
with uncomfortable jerks. 
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" It's my dog," replied Charlie. 
" O h , a boy in tl:ie Moon as well as a man in the M o o n ? " 
" I don't come from the Moon," explained the lad. 
" You just said that you do," interrupted Neptune. 
" I do ; but I don't all the same." 
" You do, and you don't! Oh, oh, oh ! what a fine story-teller you 
/ 
HE BKCAME A MERE lil.UR 
are ! " roared Neptune, dancing on the Equator as if it were a tight-
rope. "You ' l l be in Parliament some d a y ! " 
" I bring a message from the Moon," said Charlie, turning pale, for 
he felt very sea-sick with all that twirling and shaking, " but I come 
from the Bush." 
" A man in the Moon, and a dog in the Mooq, and a bush in the 
M o o n ! " cried His Majesty. " Y o u ' v e brought the dog, and left the 
bush, that's plain. Have you got any green cheese?" 
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" No," stammered Charlie, feeling that he was becoming green himself. 
" No polish! no green cheese!" shrieked Neptune, seizing the Line 
with his feet, and whirling round quicker than ever, while his green hair 
and beard floated after him like a flag. 
" I wish you would be still, and let me give my message," wailed 
Charlie. " I am quite sea-sick." 
" Still!" screamed Neptune, as he whirled. " I'm getting up the 
Monsoon! Well, what does she want ?" he asked, coming to a stop. 
" The message is, that if the dues are not paid she will strike." 
" Oh, oh, oh ! " yelled the King. " Oh, oh ! Dews she wants ! 
The Moon has no atmosphere; she is a dr ied-up old thing, and 
wants to bathe in morning dews! An atmosphere, forsooth! Ah, ah, 
a h ! Tell her to change the man in the Moon for a man of Ayr—then 
she'll have atmosphere ! Oh, oh, oh !" 
" Do be still," cried Charlie, " and tell me what Fin to say." 
" Say ? Why, say, ' O Moon !' " 
" She doesn't like poetry." 
"She's a pretender!" snarled the King. " A pretender! Even her 
light isn't her own—'it's borrowed ;" and off he set again. When he 
stopped, he cried: " Land-lubber, the Moon loves poetry, so do I ; make 
me a sonnet." 
" I don't know how," muttered the boy dismally. 
"Quick!" yelled Neptune, threatening with the trident. So the 
poor victim began in fear and trembling:— 
" Daddy Neptune one day 
T o Charlie did say,— 
'Now sing me an ode to the Ocean.' 
It's a jolly fine thing 
T o make a boy sing, 
Who really hasn't a no t ion!" 
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" That 's true, you haven't a notion, duffer!" exclaimed His Majesty. 
" This is the sort of thing." And putting himself into an attitude that 
reminded his hearer of the elocution master, Neptune began :— 
" A N ODE TO T H E OCEAN. 
Thou vast, sublime, deep, rolling Sea! 
Thou emblem of Eternity! 
With thee do Power and Beauty bide ! " 
Charlie moaned:— "There's something wrong with my inside!" 
Neptune:— " Thy bosom flecked with snowy crests, 
Like ruffled down from white doves' breasts, 
Upheaves in gentle, curling swell ;" 
Charlie, weakly:— "Oh, Neptune, stop; I don't feel well!" 
Neptune:— " And ever as they onward flow," 
Charlie, wildly:— " I am so ill j I must let go !" 
Neptune:— " Like waves of Time, with murmurs sad," 
Charlie:— " Ho—hold me, quick; I feel so bad!" 
Neptune:— " They fill the breast with pleasing pain." 
Charlie groaned:— " O h dear, I shall be sick again!" 
Neptune:— " Thou glad and brightly beaming Sea, 
Thou type of all that's strong and free! 
Grander in wrath than peace art thou!" 
" B u t where's the mai l?" cried His Majesty, for Charlie had fallen, 
and was vanishing below, twirling like a teetotum through the air, until he 
fell with a splash into the sea. 
Down, down, down he went till he touched the bottom, when he 
bounced up again, and was presently bobbing on the top of the water, 
just as a cork might. 
" Ugh !" he sputtered; " it's very wet!" which it was, of course. H e 
struck out with one arm, the other still held Spot, and so he swam in 
circles round and round his own axis, as it were, until his head knocked 
against his heels. Then he lifted his head out of the way of his feet, 
and, looking down, was horrified to see that he was more like a cork-
D 
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screw than a boy! H e 
had twisted himself into the 
shape of the old-fashioned 
corkscrew his father used. 
" Dear me!" he muttered; 
" who ever heard of a human 
corkscrew before ?" 
" You'll be able to draw 
now!" whispered the little 
laughing waves. 
" In wafer colours ! " 
sneered a jelly-fish. " Draw-
ings of Cork ! " 
" This is a queer kettle 
of fish!" thought Charlie, 
trying to tread water; but he 
found that for a screw to tread 
water is a very difficult mat-
ter, and he only managed to 
wriggle himself to the bottom 
of the sea, to spring up again 
with a loud "pop," just like 
a champagne cork. 
" Am I a cork or a 
corkscrew ?" he wondered, 
as he came up for the third 
time. 
"Unwind yourself with the other arm," said a muffled voice. 
He struck out as directed, and soon was as straight as a boy should 
H E WAS MORE L I K E A CORKSCREW 
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be. Then he looked about for his adviser, but could see nothing save 
a shoal of silvery circles, and it was a minute or two before he felt sure 
that they were fish, which had made themselves into loops by each hold-
ing its own tail in its mouth. 
" Well, you are queer fish !" he exclaimed. 
" Not at all," replied the voice. " Did you ever see a whiting with-
out its tail between its teeth ? " 
" I've only seen whiting at din " 
" That 's just what Alice said," interrupted the fish. 
"Who ' s Al ice?" asked Charlie. 
" Wha t ! Don't know Alice " cried the Whiting, adding, with a 
gurgle of astonishment, to the other circles, " He doesn't know Alice!" 
" He doesn't know Alice ! " they repeated, and the little waves 
rippled in surprise. 
" Perhaps you never heard of the Gryphon, nor of the Walrus 
and the " 
" The Carpenter. Oh, yes, I've heard of kim," said Charlie. 
" A n d of the Cheshire C a t ? " 
" Never," the boy admitted. 
" You've much to learn ! " exclaimed the fish. " Where have you 
l ived?" 
So Charlie related his adventures, and when he had finished, the 
Whiting said :— 
" ' Nothing for nothing,' is an excellent motto, and we can help you 
to get to land again, but " 
" It's very rude to talk with your mouth full," interrupted Charlie; 
" a n d it must be uncomfortable to bite your tail." 
" ' Uncomfortable is, that comfortable undoes,'" answered the fish, 
' ' for he gets caught—with salt on his ta i l !" 
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" You aren't caught that way," began Charlie. 
"' Cum grano salts' (with a grain of salt); you understand Latin, of 
course. Our motto is, ' Finem respice' (look to the end ) ; so we hold our 
tails in our teeth." 
" But how do you get along ? " 
" N o t like common fish, naturally; we are a cut above them! W e 
proceed with a sideways, circular motion, which you will observe is re-
markably elegant, and if you put your hands on two of us, we will 
pull you through the water; we will even help you to the hairs from 
Neptune's horses, but ' nothing for nothing ' " 
" O h dear," groaned Charlie, " I ' v e to give something to y o u ; the 
hairs to the crocodiles; the message to the moon ; the primroses to the 
platypus; the duller head to the gnomes ; all before I can g o home ! " 
" It is rather like ' Water quench fire, fire burn stick, stick beat 
dog, dog bite p i g ! ' " replied the fish. " A n d you're the pig that has 
to get over the s t i l e ! " 
Charlie did not relish being called a pig by a silly fish, but he held 
his tongue, and his friend continued: " Ho ld on to us, and we will 
pull you through." 
H e then seized two of the whiting, and a couple more loosed their 
tails for a moment and linked themselves into the first circles ; then 
two more, and so on, till a long chain was made from each of his 
hands of living wheels that rushed through the waves at great speed. 
T h e water flowed past Charlie, almost blinding him, and Spot sat on 
his shoulders, staring round with eyes as goggly as those o f any fish. 
They travelled so fast that the whiting became mere ghosts in the 
sea, and it was such a strange sight, that swarms of other fish followed, 
of all kinds, and made up a procession that beat any seen at the Lord 
Mayor's Show. Sharks tried to grab Charlie sometimes, for they were 
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sure he was good to eat, and jelly-fish smacked him, and barnacles 
wanted to stick to him, thinking he was the keel of a boat; but after 
a great deal of wonder and argument, an old porpoise declared that 
SWAR>TS OF O T H E R F I S H FOLLOWED 
he was, without doubt, a young Sea Serpent! Thereupon a sword-fish 
started to run him through, when a terrible roar was heard :— 
" Land-lubber, ahoy! " and still nearer, " Land-lubber, ahoy!" 
" Neptune! " cried the Porpoise, shaking with fear; " oh dear, he's 
in such a rage. He's getting up a storm; let's be off!" and down 
dropped the fish to the bed of the ocean. 
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" Land-lubber, ahoy!" shouted Neptune again ; but the whiting 
whirled on towards the land that was in sight. 
"Your chance will come presently," said Charlie's friend; "when 
the horses are near enough, you must jump on to one of them." 
"Wha t a noise they make; it's like the howling of the wind, and 
the water is heaped up into mountains," sputtered the boy. 
" He's in an awful rage," whispered the fish. " Here he is—now— 
quick—and don't forget to send us " 
Neptune's three horses dashed up, plunging and prancing in the 
waves, shaking their manes, and snorting spray from their nostrils in 
an alarming manner; and though he felt rather afraid of their long 
knobby snouts, Charlie made a spring that landed him on the middle one. 
The horses reared, and Neptune yelled; but the boy was deter-
mined to have those hairs, so pulled at the manes till they came out. 
Then, with a wild roar, the creatures flung him far away into shallow 
water, and plunged under the waves. 
C H A P T E R V 
Profitable Arithmetic WH E N he had rested a little, he got on his feet and waded ashore. How glad he was to be on firm land again, to feel the sand and stones! and still more delighted when Spot 
ran to meet him, barking with joy. Together they wandered Into the 
unknown country, which was certainly some part of Australia, for there 
were "Blue Gum" and "Iron Bark" trees and "Malee" Scrub; and 
presently they came to a small plain on which a flock of crows had 
assembled. 
" Caw, caw!" cried one, advancing in a stately manner. " What 
have we here ? An Emu, or a Kangaroo ?" it asked, with a sharp eye 
fixed on Charlie. 
" I'm a Boy," he answered. 
" Oh, a Boy ! caw, caw! Now, what is a Boy ? " and being puzzled, 
the Crow lifted its claw to scratch its head, and a book fell from under 
its wing, on which was printed in large letters, " Accounts." The bird 
picked the book up, and said quite kindly, " Boy, take a seat" 
Charlie seated himself on the grass, and the Crow remarked, " Per-
haps you would wish to make your fortune." 
" I would not mind, but I have only a five-shilling piece," replied 
our hero. 
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" A n excellent beginning," murmured the bird, and the others 
cried, " Caw, caw, caw ! " 
" Now, I'll show you how to m a k e much of little, if you'l l hand me 
the coin." Charlie g a v e it, and the bird bit it, saying, " I hope it's 
a good o n e ; w e have to 
be careful in our business. 
Now, B o y , " it continued, 
opening the book, and tak-
ing a quill pen from behind 
its ear, " I shall be happy 
to enter your name on the 
books of the Universal En-
richment Company. T h e r e , 
you see : ' B o y — 5 shillings.' 
Now, Boy, you leave the 
rest to u s ; w e add nothing 
to it, and what is it ? " 
" J u s t f ive shillings," said Charlie. 
" O h dear, no ! " cried the bird ; " that's not business ; " and the 
others shook their heads, muttering, " Caw, c a w ! N o t business ! " 
" Listen, B o y ; we add nothing, and, presto / it becomes 50 shillings ! " 
" O h ! " Charlie murmured. 
" Y e s , that's i t — o ! N o w add another o, and o, and o, and o — 
as many as you w i s h — a n d there you are, see ? N o w how much h a v e 
you 
" J u s t five shillings," Charlie said. 
" Dear, dear, d e a r ! H o w lucky for you that you came across us 
No, Boy , you have 500,000,000 shillings in no t i m e ! " 
" But I haven't ! " he cried ; " I haven't even my five shillings ! " 
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" We keep that for our services, of course," replied the Crow 
sharply. " 'Noth ing for nothing,' you know, but a precious'lot from 
us for five miserable shillings! Just consider how many pounds 
500,000,000 shillings will make! How m a n y ? " 
" Dunno," answered Charlie sulkily ; " but I haven't got it. Where 
is i t ? " 
" Here in our book, plain as my beak. Figures can't lie—every 
one knows that; but you don't even know the Multiplication T a b l e ! " 
" I d o ! " muttered Charlie, wishing he might wring that Crow's 
neck. 
" Then multiply your five shillings by itself." 
" Five fives, twenty-five," was the prompt 
answer. " I should have twenty-five shillings in 
time—if you give me that back." 
" Quite wrong—you would have fifteen 
pounds!" 
" F i v e t imes 
five shillings, fifteen 
p o u n d s ! " g a s p e d 
the boy. 
"That ' s what 
we make it come 
to, and our books 
are kept on the 
newest of sys-
tems. We al-
ways haveagood 
balance at the 
end of the year!" THE CROWS GATHERED ROUND 
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Charlie considered a little while, and the Crows gathered round 
with slow, affected steps, and, spreading out their tails, sat down 
opposite him. 
" I never saw birds sit down before," he thought " They do look 
funny!" 
" H o w many pence in five shillings. B o y ? " asked the chairman-
Crow. 
" Sixty," replied Charlie, after a pause. 
"Multiply sixty by sixty, and what have you?" 
" N o t my five shillings," muttered the lad. 
"Dunce ! Sixty times sixty will be three thousand six hundred. 
In three thousand six hundred pence will be three hundred shillings— 
see ? Very well, three hundred shillings will make fifteen pounds, 
won't it ? There you have it, as easily as cawing! That 's how we 
keep our accounts, and we make everybody rich in no time. ' Take 
care of your pence, and your pounds will take care of themselves.' 
Did you never write that in your copy-book ?" 
" Often and often," said Charlie. 
" Well, that's how it's done. But we must be off to another meeting. 
When you want to withdraw some of your capital—not more than five 
thousand at a time—you must give us three months' notice." 
" And my five shillings ? " stammered Charlie. 
" O u r fee," croaked the bird; " and a miserable fee it is for the 
Directors of such a Company. Caw, caw! keep up your pecker, and 
remember to take care of the pence! Caw, caw !" and the whole flock 
rose in the air and flew swiftly away. 
"Nas ty black thieves!" shouted the boy after them. "Give me 
back my money!" but they flew on, and when they had quite dis-
appeared he saw that the account book had been forgotten. He picked 
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it up and opened it curiously, expecting to see some wonderful sums, 
but was surprised to find only a copy-book with headlines on each 
page. He had barely opened it when the leaves sprang out and flut-
tered in his face, and danced on his nose, and his head, and around 
him, in a most distracting manner; and when he started to run the 
pages rushed after him, yelling their headlines : " A penny saved is a 
penny gained!" " A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush!" 
" A stitch in time saves nine!" "Look before you leap!" " A l l is 
not gold that glitters I " " Take care of the pence and the pounds 
will take care of themselves I " " Better late than never!" and the 
din almost drove him wild. He ran with the maddening papers follow-
ing, till he came to a cave, into which he dashed, while the copy-book 
tossed about outside and yelled proverbs. Quite tired and breathless, 
he flung himself down, and, naturally, soon fell asleep. 
C H A P T E R VI 
Real Fairy Caves WH E N he awoke voices were whispering. 
" It 's a strange animal," said one. " Can it by any 
chance be a Man ? " 
" Mother, what's a ' M a n ' ?" was asked in thinner tones. 
" I 've never seen one, dear, but I 've heard that they are cruel 
creatures, who chase and kill us for mere sport." 
" H o w dreadfu l ! " 
" This creature looks quiet enough," muttered another and gruffer 
voice. " Suppose we question it ? W e can easily run away if it seems 
dangerous." 
"Well ," returned the first speaker, " i t can't be a Kangaroo, be-
cause its front legs are too long, and its hind legs too short, and it 
has no tail." 
" And it can't be a Wombat ," added the gruff voice, " because all 
its legs are too long, and it's not covered with fur." 
Charlie opened his eyes slowly, and peered at the whisperers. H e 
could scarcely help laughing when he saw a Kangaroo sitting up on 
her tail and hind legs, with her fore paws crossed on her chest, and her 
large, mild eyes fixed on him, with a puzzled expression. Beside her 
crouched a young Kangaroo, evidently filled with curiosity; and nearer 
still was a queer animal, something like a bear and something like a 
CO 
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r a t ; but it was too small for the one, and too large for the other. I t 
was nearly three feet long, with short s tumpy legs, and sharp claws. 
I t had no tail, and its body was covered with coarse, dark fur. Charlie 
knew it at once for a Womba t , a harmless Austral ian animal, once 
described by a traveller as " flying in f locks" ; but the wombat, like 
the pig, " i s a most unlikely b i r d " ! 
" So I am in Australia," thought the lad. " I wonder what p a r t ! " 
" Mother," said the young Kangaroo, " if that 's a man, what is the 
other thing ?" 
" A h , " replied the elder, looking doubtfully at S p o t ; " t h a t is more 
than I can say. I t is not a Dingo (Australian dog), but it might be a 
relation ; and they are all b a d ! " 
" T h e r e never was a piebald Dingo," declared the Wombat . " No, 
it's a Pig. Don ' t you see how carefully it is held ? Pig is man's favourite 
animal, which he feeds, and keeps in a nice warm place, and never lets 
do any work. Yes, that is surely a P i g ! " 
Charlie nearly l aughed ; and his slight movement woke Spot, who 
opened his eyes, raised one ear, and glared a t the animals. T h e timid 
Kangaroos hopped into the dark end of the c a v e ; but the Womba t 
remained, and asked, " Now aren' t you a Pig ? " 
Spot sprang at the beast with an indignant bark, and would have 
followed as it raced away, had not Charlie prevented him. 
" N o , no, Spot," said h e ; " e v e n Kangaroos and Wombats may be 
useful, so behave yourself." 
T h e dog, with head aside and ear cocked up, looked at his 
master, as much as to say, " H e called me a Pig, and that is more than 
a respectable dog can put up w i t h ! " 
" Never mind, you know you are not a Pig, and their thinking you 
are won't make you one ! " said Charlie, who got up, and, with Spot 
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in his arms, went further into the cave, for he thought that where 
Kangaroos could hop he might walk. 
He followed a dark passage for some time, that led down and 
down into the earth. At last there was a glimmer of light that every 
moment became brighter, and he heard hurrying feet and soft voices. 
On he walked until a bend was reached, and turning it, he stood still 
with surprise and delight. An immense cave was before him; from 
the lofty roof hung glittering pendants that glowed with rainbow 
tints, and the walls gleamed as if inlaid with diamonds, emeralds, and 
rubies. In some nooks hung transparent veils, exquisitely veined in 
green and pink and orange and brown; while in other spots were 
similar screens of terra-cotta and apricot hues. Beautiful arches, fringed 
with crystal drops, rose to the roof; and jewelled pillars supported 
strange, fantastic forms, that sparkled as if a shower of diamond dust 
had fallen over them. In the 
centre, on a floor of crystal and 
malachite, was a splendid throne, 
and seated on it was a lovely 
lady, whose robes shone with the 
wonderful colours and 
t i n t s t h a t g l o w e d 
around. She was beau-
tiful and queenly, but 
her flowing hair was 
silvery white, though 
the face was young, 
and Charlie thought he 
had never seen so sweet 
a smile. Grouped be- SHE WAS BEAUTIFOJ , AND QUEENLY 
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hind, and around her throne, were animals of many kinds, among 
which he was surprised to see the Crocodiles, Kangaroos, and Wom-
bat. He looked for other acquaintances, and soon found the Mo-poke 
on a glistening pedestal, blinking a sleepy " How-d'ye-do ? " 
" There it i s ! " cried the Wombat, suddenly breaking the silence. 
" Now I'm sure it is a Man, for no other animal would force its way 
in without an invitation! Carrying a Pig, t o o ! " 
" It is not a Man yet," said the lady gently. " Approach, Boy, 
you need not f e a r ; nor you either," she added to the timid Kangaroos 
and Opossums. " I am ruler here, and all is kindness." Then she 
explained to Charlie, " I am the Fa i ry Queen, Benignitas—and this is 
one of the Jenolan Caves." 
" A c a v e ! " cried Charlie. " W h y , it's a splendid pa l ace ! " 
" Not a palace," she sa id ; " nor was it made by hands, either 
mortal or fairy. It is one of a number of caves, built up and adorned 
millions of years ago, by some of the weakest of creatures. This is 
but one of many in this neighbourhood, which are little known, and 
seldom visited by man. In years to come scientific men will write 
about them, and tourists will come from afar to admire and wonder. 
Ladders will be made to reach difficult spots, and caretakers and guides 
will be here, instead of me and my attendants. But till then I am 
Queen of the Jenolan Caves, and I bid you we lcome!" 
Charlie bowed, not knowing what to say. 
" Look around," the Fa i ry continued, " and examine and admire the 
wonderful work of tiny insects, whose industry raised this magnificence 
before man was made ! You are no stranger to me, Charlie," she went 
on to say, " a s you may have guessed by seeing the Mo-poke and 
Crocodiles. By the bye, you owe them something," 
The Crocodiles were at once interested, and smiled most horribly. 
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" I've got what I promised," answered the lad, drawing from his 
pocket the hairs from Neptune's horses. 
The Fairy smiled, but the Crocodiles shed bitter tears, that streamed 
down to their very snouts, and threatened to flow over the malachite 
floor. 
" Why do you weep ? " she asked. 
" For j o y ! " cried the beasts in one breath ; but they tossed their 
noses in the air, and the tears were safely rolled back for future use. 
That is why crocodiles' tears are so easy and so plentiful. 
"Please, ma'am," asked Charlie, "shall I get my visibility back?" 
" No doubt if you do all you have promised, but I can only help 
you by giving good advice," she said. "You have proved yourself to 
be a boy of courage and of honour, for you have kept your promise 
even to crocodiles—so I hope for your success. Those who have 
helped you must be paid, because the way of this world is ' nothing for 
nothing, and ' " 
" ' Precious little for saxpence !' " added Charlie. 
"Yes, except " , 
" Except what ? Oh, do tell me ! " he entreated. 
" Except one's parents, of course! Who else will toil and slave 
for thankless boys and girls, asking no reward ? " Charlie hung his head. 
Who but your own parents would work year after year, in order that 
you may have' a good education, and may be fitted to win a higher place 
in the world than theirs ? Have you never thought of their unselfish 
love, and of all that you lose by idleness and carelessness ?" 
" I never thought," he muttered. 
" No, that is the mischief—you never thought! Well, begin to think. 
Make the most of your time, for a lazy youth can never be a clever 
man. Now my gentle Kangaroo will help you on your way, for you 
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cannot walk from this part of New South Wales to Victoria; and at 
the boundary you will meet another friend. Adieu !" 
T h e Fairy Benignitas vanished, and with her departure the light 
grew dim, and the animals rushed down various dark passages, all but 
the Kangaroo and the Wombat. T h e Wombat grinned, showing its 
teeth, and its smail eyes glared at Spot as he struggled and snarled 
in his master's arras. 
" P i g ! " yelled the Wombat, then he scampered off. 
Spot was in a rage, but it was no use, because the Wombat was 
gone. 
" Put him in my pouch," said the Kangaroo ; " he will be soothed 
there." 
When they reached the entrance of the cave, Charlie mounted the 
strange steed the Fairy had provided, and they started back to Victoria. 
" Of all the funny rides I 've had, this is the funniest," he thought, 
as the Kangaroo hopped along at tremendous speed, with the boy on 
her back, and the dog in her warm pouch. He r strong tail flapped the 
ground with every spring, so the motion was rather jerky, but the travellers 
did not mind, and when Spot was tired of staring out of his comfort-
able nest, he curled up and went to sleep. 
They journeyed till nearly evening, then the animal stopped. 
" Here we part," it said, and when Charlie had dismounted, added : 
" In return for what I have done, I will ask you for a promise." 
" I give it willingly," he answered. 
" Y o u are a boy of honour, our mistress said that, and I will trust 
your word, if you promise never to hunt any of my kind. W e are meek, 
timid, innocent creatures; we do no harm, yet are being hunted off the 
face of our native land for mere sport. Promise, then, that you, at 
least, will let us live in peace." 
T H E Y J O U R N E Y E D T I L L NEARLY EVENING 
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" I promise faithfully," replied Charlie; and the Kangaroo bounded 
away. 
Almost immediately he heard a curious rustling sound, and pre-
sently a large Emu stood before him, and said,— 
"Mount me, master." 
Charlie tried a good many times before he could manage to cling 
on to the Emu's back, for it is not at all an easy thing to ride, because 
it makes itself into a thick stroke when it runs, and its long, strong legs 
stride out so quickly that one can scarcely see them. But he was up 
at last, holding tight to the bird's neck, and clasping Spot with one 
arm, while they rushed away like the wind. The big bird covered 
the ground very fast, its feathers rustling like dried grass, and its comical 
little wings flapping, just as the funny, helpless wings of a newly hatched 
chicken do, when it tries to run. On they tore through the bush; through 
scrub and over plains; until the sun had set, and the stars were peep-
ing down, when they stopped under some gloomy trees. 
" The journey is ended, master," said the Emu. " Now you must 
promise me, as you did the Kangaroo, not to hunt any of my kind." 
" Willingly and solemnly," Charlie declared; then the bird rustled off. 
A few minutes later the clouds parted, and the Moon shone on 
his face. 
" Hullo, there you a re !" cried our hero joyfully. 
" I've been round the world several times since you saw me," 
whispered the distant voice. "Wha t does Neptune s a y ? " 
"Change the Man in the Moon for a man of A y r ] he says you'll 
have plenty of atmosphere then." 
" That should be easy; there are Scots everywhere!" murmured 
the Moon, with a beaming smile that lit up the ground at Charlie's 
feet, where a tuft of green leaves and yellow blossoms appeared. 
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" Primroses, I do believe! " he 
cried, flinging himself beside the plant. 
He heard a faint chuckle, and looking 
up saw the Moon slyly winking as it 
slipped behind a cloud. 
He clutched the primrose root 
carefully, and wondered which way he 
should turn to find the river Loddon. He listened, but there was 
no sound of running water, and he was just making up his mind to 
wait till morning, when a cry broke the stillness: " Mo-poke, Mo-
poke !" And he followed the bird, for he was sure it would lead him 
to the bank of the river. 
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The Duller Head 
T was just daylight when he reached the Loddon, and trembling 
with eagerness he threw a stone into the water, shouting,— 
"Platypus, Platypus!" But no Platypus appeared. He 
stamped about in an agony of impatience and disappointment, and tears 
ran down his cheeks as he cried again : " Platypus! Ornithorhynckus 
Paradoxus! Duckbill, Duckbill!" but there was nothing on the water 
save the ripples of the running river. 
" Oh," he cried, " what shall I do if the Platypus has been caught 
and stuffed for a Museum! Platypus, Platypus!" Tlien he remem-
bered the lines it had spoken :— 
"Tell me not in horrid numbers 
That a ' Platypus' I seem ; 
' Paradoxus' haunts my slumbers : 
I'm the Spirit of the Stream!" 
" Ah, that's i t ! " he said; " Spirit of the Stream, Spirit of the 
Stream!" 
" H e r e ! " growled a voice, and there was the Platypus, half out 
of the water, safe and sound. 
" I am so glad you're not stuffed!" exclaimed Charlie. 
"Bu t I am—with worms \" replied the beast. " I breakfast early." 
" H e r e are the primroses; I suppose they are primroses.""' asked 
the boy anxiously. 
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" And fine ones, too ; 
throw them over! Now, 
you want something, eh ? " 
" A duller head," stam-
mered Charlie. 
" Ah, yes, I remember ! 
Well, that's easy now, be-
cause you have learned some-
thing on your travels." 
" Oh, I 've learned a 
lot, and when I get my 
visibility back I mean to 
work and learn everything ! " 
T h e Platypus sniggered. 
" T h a t you won't! Man's 
brain isn't strong enough, 
nor man's life long enough, to learn everything \ Be satisfied to learn 
what you can, then you will do your part. A duller laead, eh ? Wei l ,— 
" ' Riddle me riddle me ree. 
Easy as easy can be ! 
Your form back you'll win 
With a brass-headed pin! 
Riddle me riddle me r e e ! ' 
' H E R E ! " GROWLED A VOICE 
" And it's on your mother's pincushion!" added the Platypus, as, 
with another snigger, it dived into the river. 
Charlie rushed as hard as he could go to find that pin, in terror 
lest it should have been lost. He raced to the farm and into the house, 
tumbling over his brothers, and scattering the breakfast things out of 
his mother's hands, in his haste to reach her room, where he stood at 
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last trembling before the pincushion. H e was afraid to l ook ; but pre-
sently he summoned courage and lifted his eyes. Yes, there 
it was—a dingy, old, brass-headed shawl pin! 
" A n d to think," he muttered, " that I 've been through 
the Bush and across the Desert ; over the ocean on Croco-
diles ; up to the Line, and down to the bottom of the S e a ; 
that I 've talked to the Moon, and to Neptune; ridden Sea-
horses, and Kangaroos, and Emus ; been rescued by Fish, and 
cheated by Crows ; and all the while the thing I wanted was 
at H o m e ! Oh dear! oh d e a r ! " Then he seized the pin, 
and tore off with it to find the Gnomes. H e knew the place 
well, and stamped and kicked with all his might. 
" What is all this noise about ? " yelled the little men, as 
they rose up from a crack in the ground. " Oh, it is you, is the pin 
it. Dunce ? Well , have you found a duller head ? " 
" H e r e ! " exclaimed Charlie, holding out the pin. T h e Gnomes 
shouted with laughter—the familiar jackass laughter. " Ha, ha, ha ! 
Ha, ha ! Ha, ha, ha ! A n d you went so far for i t ! Ha, ha, h a ! " 
Charlie felt very angry with them for having played him such a 
trick, but he was afraid to show it, so just stood quietly by till they had 
finished their laugh, when the Musical Gnome, with the beard of demi-
semiquavers, advanced, and plucking a curly clef from his moustache, 
gave it to the boy, saying,— 
"Swal low this, carefully; don't hurry." 
But Charlie did hurry ; he was so impatient to regain his visibility, 
that he swallowed the clef at a gulp, and it stuck in his throat, where it 
remains to this day ! H e struggled to make it g o down, and in his 
anxiety forgot to watch the Gnomes, and when he looked for them he 
saw nothing but a mass o f brown grubs wriggling on the grass. H e 
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Stared and stared, and wondered, and presently heard a yelping and 
barking, and his mother's voice sobbing,— 
" M y boy, my poor b o y ! " 
After that he fell asleep, and when he awoke he was in his own 
bed at home, with his mother watching beside him. 
" O h , mother," he said, " d o you see m e ? " But his voice sounded 
so far off that he wondered if it belonged to himself or the Moon ! 
" My boy, my own boy ! " she cried, kissing him fondly. 
" It's all right, then," he murmured; " but what a chase I 've had 
to find myself again! I 'd have done better to have stopped at home." 
" He's wandering again," the mother sobbed. 
" No, mother, I'll never wander any more. I 've had enough of 
that. No more Crocodile-Mail-Trains for me I D o kiss me, m o t h e r ! " 
She kissed him over and over again, and he hugged her tightly, 
whispering, " I t is so good to have you kiss m e ! Where is Spot ? " he 
asked presently. 
" T h e dear dog is lying at your feet ; we should never have found 
you if it hadn't been for him, yelping and barking. I shall always 
love that dog." 
Charlie laughed weakly, and put out a hand to Spot, who crept 
up to his master and licked his cheek. 
" W e did have some funny adventures—eh, Spot ? " he remarked. 
After a time his two brothers were allowed to see him, and from 
them he heard that he had been found in the bush, quite a long way 
from home, and that the doctor said something about a sunstroke. 
Bill and Jack were never tired of listening to his adventures, and 
made him repeat them several times a day, not doubting a single word; 
and, indeed, Charlie himself never forgot them, for even when he was 
a man, and the clef in his throat had become rusty, and made his 
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voice gruff, he refused to hunt Kangaroos, or Emus, or any of their 
kind, excusing himself by saying, " I once solemnly promised, and I 
keep my word." 
He visited the Jenolan Caves many years later, when he had 
become a famous Naturalist; but though he found the wonderful Hall, 
there was no sign of the Fairy Benignitas. 
As for Spot, he lived to a good old age, but he never again was 
surprised at anything! 
THE END. 
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